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CHAPTER XXXI,
—16—
The Red Death,

Bo they were left, thess two—the
East and the West—alone upon the
mighty pyre of the jumbled ponks
Only the forbidding spine of the Hog
Back, running like a great thin blade
high between the red surf ereeping at
its base, carrfed a passage out of the
rouring death, Slletz bad planned
that the splendid black should make
it fArst.

Now she turned back te the two
men she loved—the Preacher, silent
under the shtelding ferns with his
Bible and his fute, Sandry prone upon
the earth, his face In the pine nee
dles. She passed him and knelt beside
the other., FHer eyes were dim with
the old look of emotlon. Bhe bared
the white face and gazod long upon
It The call of blood had ever held
her to this man mysteriously, though
both were Ignorant of the wital tle
between them, the Preacher because
of the dreamy blank fn his mind since

" the tragedy of that far-off day, Siletz

because Kolawmle wise beyond his
goneration, had seen how blood takes
to ita own, even at its cost. He had
loved her mother and had tried to
make her Indlan, though she was
white, & walf of the old frontier, and
he bad seen her break her heart and
die,

Therefore, after sllent hours by the
Omt Waters he had accepted the
mandate of Destiny and had taken the
babe of the Broken 8Sign and given
her to the only white woman he would

trust, Ma Dally, who took her with |

few questions when she saw he would
Tot tell her history. S0 now
looked for the first and last time con-
sciously upon her own. Presontly she
leaned over and kissed him softly, re
placed the ferns and rose

Beslde Sandry she stopped, stood a
moment gazing around at the plne
boles that loomed like fearful ghosts
in the smoke, and sat down beside
him, tucking her fest with the ageold
motlon of the blanket-wearers beneath
her skirt, so deeply had she absorbed
the ways of the dusky people whom
she loved

She did not speak.

When &t last the man, his face
drawn gyt of all semblance to itself,
raised his 6y6s to her she was calm
as the hills before the fire, He looked
at her, ralsing himself on his elbow,
looked long while Knowledge was
born In him.

Bo this was the West, the world he |
had once thought so unbearable, this |

was the wild, the untaught, the crude
~—this slim foreat creature who served
bim without question because he had
bought her with & kins,

cause she loved him! Who still be
lteved In him despite that other's dec-
laration thet she was his promised
wife! And yonder went his world,

his cultured, polished East, riding
down to life and safety, her love for
gotten in the face of davger! Yonder
went what he had thought “the best
blood of the land!" '

Nay, he had been wrong! It was

here beside bim, Its feet tucked under
it in meckness, the savagery hidden in
fts dim black eyes! The last barrier
went down in Walter SBandry, the iast
last strand of prejudice broke with a
soap. He rolled near and caught the
hem of her ragged skirt

“Little B'letz!™ he sald brokenly,
“oh, Little B'lete! What am | that you
should bave done this thing!™

8he looked down at bim and the
rare smile curled up the corners of the
lipa above the sign.

“You are my man,” she sald softly,
“the king of the whole world! You
are the light on the waters, Sandry,
the mist in the valloys, the path to
the feet of God! Oanly | have lost my
footing thereon.”

A tender wistfulness rang in bher
yolce. Sho fell sllent, after her fash-
jon when great cmotions stirred her.

Bandry's eyes smarted under bilnd
ing tlears.
with the mighty omottons that swelled
his heart to burating and his scorched
and blackened bands clung, trembling,
to Slletz’ skirt,

“See, lttle one! | come at lsst to
your ‘God above the sea!’ Take my
band that we way go together, aud
pray.”

But the girl ralsed a ealm face to
the unspeakabls heavens—a face in
which all struggle had been stilled,
whare there was neither hope nor fear,
on]y great content.

“No,” she sald, "1 canuot pray for
1 bave no soul. 1 have lost It as the
price of love.”

The man could not speak and she
answered the look In his face.

"We will go together. You have had
no God, 1 have forsworn mins, We
will go to hell—it {s the right law—
the sure and just wage of sin” she
was fulling Into the stately Bible lan-
guage, tnking on the simple diguity of
the Preacher's way and manner, “but
we will go together, 1 give my soul
to you."

Biting his ashen lips Sandry ross on
his kues and gathered ber Into his

arms He held her to him with all the

yoarning of bis breaking heart and
puried his tace In hor throat.

Slletz |

who asghed |
nothing, who stayed by him to die be |

His chin was quivering |

s

AnD mﬂl"‘(rz,ea

| The dull rumbling sagain broke

‘throulh the howling of the storm of
fire that was fast surging its way Lo
thn cup nman( the peaks.

‘ L] L - - -

| Hehold the Hog Back running out
from the ,umbled peaks, a biade bo-

‘ twoen the surges far below. Behold a
great biack horse, earrying a double

| burden, staggering blindly.

See n mammoth mongrel who tugs
at the rein tled to his collar and
strains to follow the dim trall which
calls only to the heavy muszie hugging
the earth.

And listen! A woman's golden voice,
shrill with exquisite agony.

“Help! Help! My God! Obh, my
God! I'm choking! 1 can't breathe!
Save me! Save me, Hampden! You
great brute, can’t you do something?”’
In hor wildness she turned and struck
the man behind her and she never
knew that her beautiful hand was red
with the blood of his wound

As Hampden looked Into her face,
distorted llke a manlac’s, his hard
ayos softened. He knew how slim the
opdds that they would beat the fam=a
to the foot of the trall. Algo he knew
in that moment that they would never
make 1t

“Yea,”" he said, swiftly, “there is
somethin' 1 ean do.” He slid off the
horse. With heavy hands he selzed
the skirt of the woman's gown and
ripped it from her, tearing 1t into
strips which he wound about her and
ifumnod securely to the saddie horn.

“"When you come to th' Hog Rack
illhl.t! yar eyes an' don't look down.
He'll take you all right. Now—Good:
| bye"

He atepped back, then caught
larm for one fleeting mecaond

“Poppy girl,” he sald honrsely, "kias
| me—just once. I'm done for, but |
love you. My flod! How | love you'!™

But Poppy Ordway shook his hand
loose and shrieked to the horse, which
| started forward with renewed heart
| under the lighter load

Out upon the two-foot blade of the
Hog Back crept Coosnah, his long
body fattened to the rock, his pale
eyes contracted to pln-polnts,

Black Bolt stopped at the awful
point where the eplne left the moun-
tain, trembling in every lUmb, and
snorted with fear, Far below n the
sea of smoke Jong red streamers
|Ilckad up toward them and blazing
| torches lighted thom Ilke searchlights
But the dog pulled aliead on the long

her

reins, as he was bidden to do. He
was going howe, talthful, wistful by-
brid that he was,

And the horse was of that fine

mettle which does Its best In the face

| of danger.

Therefore ha ghook him-
gathered

and 1|

!

| selt slightly, his feet

|

£

| He—nont me down.

A Great Black Horse Carrying a Dou-

ble Burden. |

stopped out carefully on the narrow
path. Almost fainting, the wowmwan in |
’thu saddle shut her eyes and clung Lo
the saddle horn, every nerve In her
| body strotehed to the utmost and her
breath held hard.

Unece she awayed, opened her eyes
unconsciously, and saw the pire t"oa
fur below where & cross-gust ! « .4 |
blow the amoke aalda

CHAPTER XXXII,
The Bleased Haln,

At camp at the upper rollway John
Dafly was searching wildly in the
crowds of sllent, exhausted men for
trace of Sandry, of Slletz and of Miss
Ordway,

His face was ghastly, for love Lore
at his heart with double force.

Ma Daily had not seen him for two
days and when she met him she sald
stralghtly:

“8'letz wont into th' fAire, son, after
Bandry, That was hours ago. An'
th* Jezebel woman went, too,"

That was the hardest knock of the
big man's life and bhe came near not
taking it standing, He staggered as
from a blow and looked away to the
fnferno they had left at the north—
::n great dun canopy that covered the

¥y

Then he started on & wavering rue

smong the men, calling for voluntears,

| him refusing all offers of assistancs,

shrieking hoarssly that twe women
ware loat up there and that he was go
ing after them. As he ran, looking
up, something fell from the hidden
heavens and splashed upon his faco.
It stopped him in his tracks. Then
another fell and another, big. plash
ing drops that struck him llke stones
in thelr portent. They thickened
awiftly, beating up the light ashes In
tiny puffs, and from the gathersd men,
busy with rolleall and accounting.
there came first astounded exclama
tions and then, as the drops gathersd
headway, a mighty cheer that rent the
coversd akies, even as a beavy clap of
thunder shook the hilla

“The ralus!™ they cried,
The first raine!™

And It was even so Nature took
a hand and sent Destiny skulking
from the havoe of her carnival, The
plashings turmed to a downpour,

Among the mountalne the effect was
Indescribable. The thing that took place
wnas (oo big for man to grasp. It was
greater than the fires had been alone,

Long sheets of water fell athwart
tha world, slanting from some tllted |
sen of the Infinite. They dashed 1111'
among Lthe canvonms, plaved along the
ridges, lashied slope and ledge and val |
ley.
enarth In a blankel that spread over a
hundred milee and more. It writhed |
and twisted and wana lost In the rloudo
of steam that fled. hissing, high above |
the hills,
Coast country Dally turned bia face
away from any man and the general
went to the little south room In the
cook-shack for unmeccustomed prayer,

The world turned blue with rain as
It had been white with smoke

And the pygmies. men, who had
fought so long and falled, towsed thelr
blackened hands (n trivmph and shout
ed with the last of thelr voices.

For an hour, two,
the hinck splkes on the devasted
slopes were blotted out.

“It's mighty onusual, & rain's
this—apecially the first raine.”
man from Toledo, earnestly.
ever remember one's hard
BII?T"  And Bill didn't,

Presently, In the second hour of the
downpour, a strange procession [oomed
out of the gray-blue sheets, |1nrtllng;
the men who were out In it, too glad
to shirk Its worst, standing ke ducks
In the ashmud.

It was the long, shining body of a
giant dog, still tugging at the reins
tied to hls collar, a dreipping black
horse, tired to the point of falling, and
A woman who sat fastened to the can-
tle with strips of broadeloath, and
whose face was not good to look upon.,
It bore upon ita features the brund of
too much horror,

They flocked around her with cheers

and eager hands, and questions that
tumbled over each other, But John
Duily thrust them all aside to selie
her wrist and demand word of Saadry
and Slletz.
. "Thoy're —up behind — the
Back,” she shuddered as she spoke
thet name, “We found Hampden—sel-
ting the—fres—with candles.”

Here there were awed mutieringa

“He—shot that—Preacher, He sald
—ihe Fast BRalt deed—was recorded
all right—but that—he owned—the
recorder.”

Bhe seemed dully bent on stralght-
ening out some tangle. “Sandry ls—a
man—despite all. 'Get Hampden—it

-he's allve. No. I don't mean—ihat. |
The horse was—
near done.” As ghe aslld down
Daily’'s arma she sald with her last

“the rama!

hard's
sald a
“Don't
¥you,

Hog

ounce of strength but with such com- | 2
| 8o Hev

manding spirit that be knew she was
in deadly earnest. "Got me—a convoy.
ance—nt once, T want to be In Toledo
—for the—night train—out."

L] L .- L] . L L

Thus it cams, that, as night closed
down blue with rain over the tortured |
country, two thinga of Import to the
fortunes of the Dilllngworth and its !
owner were taking place. Poppy Ord-
way stood on the platform of the
dreary station at the lost liitle town
on the backwater, bound for the out-
#lde world and the far citlea,

At the same moment yet one more
procession was coming slowly down
from among the peaks, o line of mep—
a long line, for weary as Lhey were
dozens had followed the foreman into
the wrocked, mud-deep f(orest—who
bore tenderly »mong them two slings
It was a significant fact that sest-
tered along that scarecrow line was
every man of Sandry's old crews who

The smoke was beaten to ll\!| i

The godas played with llw{ :

L
it rained, untll | §

into |

sling and was filled with a generous
joy tn that he had found these two
alive, wound slowly down from the
cup behind the Hog Back, penetrating
that fringe of pines at ity foot which
had formed the trap. They were now
but hideous blackenad ahapes, mon.
stors that towered frightfolly Into the
rain, thelr bases smoking here and
there whers a bowlder shielded stub
born Ares.

Close mnlong the face of the glant
cliff they pressed. taking the shortest
way.

Suddanly,

without warning they |

eame mll upon & huddied heap that | East Belt was all but free of (he

lay at e base. it was pitifully ﬂllJ
and broken, as If it bad fallen from

A Huddied Heap Lay at its Base,

a great
shoulder

belght, and It bore upon a
& dreary corimson

washed and widened by the rain
Datly balted and sent & cry along
the line,
They touched the thing with awed
turning up In the biue dusk

Amnze,

stain, |

the heavy face of the Yellow Pmes
owner,

Hampden, with the aid of the tew-
oring spine and the sheer depths, had
made good his words. They would
never send him to the chalr,

And with the passing of the won
drous face under the disheveled gold
hair had gone hin last desire

They haatlly constructed another
sling and added” ohs more burden to
the processton

B0 at last and forever Walter San-
dry came unto his own. There was
yet timber In the Coast country. The

slindow, Those old hidden records
should be unearthed through Hamp-
den's boast, or he would fle on It
legitimately himanelf, for that confes
sfon of Frazer's recorded deod would
Invalidate the O'Connel Aling.

His enemy was gone—Iin shame anh
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wrath and dishonor, He bhad won bis
fight

That old erime
tiee under
mnn,

troubled him not at all, for he

done in poetie jum- |
the Right Law of primal |

No othar windmill gives for
rour mohey near as much as you
o] @t In 1has one, yet it cosis ne
4 morsand wil last a litetims,

GENUINE LOUISIANA
RED CYPRESS WIND WHEEL
Automatic Groase Cupe

aaw the glory of hia father's [ace,
heard his "1 am st peace.”
Beside him walked that love of |

the pearl of
jost in |

which he had dreamed,
price which e had so nearl,
his blindneas.
tried friend, big John Dally, whose
beart had shut on ita own paln and
opened to him the more

At the camp walted the white-haired
general who was a mother to him,

Here was his life from thia time
forth, amid the sturk forces of & vir
gin country. The cities were far - way,
ramol e,

He had heard the Winds of God
upon the Bounding Board of the Hills
and they had shown him Deity. He
was no longer a questionar, An agnos-
tle. He had come too closs Lo Lhe
bare heavens

Thus he was borne down the drip-
ping valley, Alled with & vast peace,
content—a Westerner at last

- - L] . . . L]

“Sandy,” whispered Siletz, as the
procession wound up the slope to the
cook-shack, lifting troubled, adoring
dark eyes to his, “will It make any
difference to you that | have no soul?
Will my heart do?”

And Sandy could only hold more
tightly the two small brown hands,

THE END.

WOULD TAKE BIBLE TO RICH

They Do Not Take Time %or God's
Word, |s Assortion by New
York Pastor,

“Pity the poor rich, for they are the
poorest of all, They are barricaded
against the HMble. If the Master him-
were to undertake to carry his
wessage poersonally to the hotels and
apartment houses of New York he
| would be turned aside by the door
| man with the Information that

peddiers are allowed, ™
Joseph W. Kemp, pastor of
| Colvary Baplist churc h, expluined Lo
|um the Bunday sermon in which he
sald that “the crying need of religlop
in this city is to put Bibles In Lhe
homes of the wealthy.”

pnlt

| ‘HHow hardly shall they who have

enter Into the kiogdom of
the divine earnestly guoted,

riches
heaven,”

| “It Is not that the possession of riches |

is fnconsistent with Christianity. but
| thmt the rich grow to worship the
ereaturo of thelr own brains—money,
They believe that rlches may be count-
ed in the palm. ‘This Is aot so
True riches are within, There are
milllonaires of the mind, Hockefellern
of the soul, and they are found often
er than not among the poor-—the rich

poor whose doors and whose Intel
locts are open to the Uospel of
Christ.’

"To what do you attribute the r~
Hglous apathy of the rich?™

had gone over to Hampden

In one silng there swung gently tha
still’ Bgure of Lthe Preacher, Its Book
upon {ts breast, (1s martin] Qute besldo |
it, its glitnmerings of the Past for |
gotten, ita wistful searchings ended

In the other lay Bandry, his right
hand clasping two small dark ones
whose owner trudged falthfully beside

A haly joy was in his heart, his lips
moved nolselesaly in the rollipg Latin
of & “Te Deum." This was the hour
for which he bhad carelessly learned M
at collegs,

Unashamed he acknowledged the ex.
Istence of that Power which he bad
once denled to Sllelz

And the little mald who had lost
her soul for love lifted wondering eyes
toward the west ridge, hidden in the
dim distance, where her sanctuary,
the seven-foot fir stump, walted In
vialn for her rites of worship,

There was & wistful pathos in her
calm neceptance of the mighty price
which had begn asked of her. and yet
she was content. She had offered both
her soul and body, exaited, gloritied,
fn that she might serve this man,

Where hor soul had been thers was
a sweeping, burning, glorious passion
which tightened her clasp on Sandry's
hand. Neither she nor the young own-
er realized that they had exchuiged
places on the path of lite.

The procession, headed by John
Dally who oarried one snd of Bandry's

Doctor Kemp,

“The rich are obsessad with mate
rialism, Doctor HKemp answered
“They have all the time In the world
to read the Iatest novel, to go and
pee the latest play, but they have no
tUme for the ward of God."—Nlxola
Ureeley-Swith, la Hw York World

Marketing Farm Products.

United States Boenster Fletcher has
called & meeting of the national mar |
keting committes o devise means Lo
ald tho farmoer (n marketing his prod

uers, and nlso o enable the consumer
to distingulsh bétween the high cost
of and the high cost of ssery-
lee,

"The farmers of the country ara pro-
ducing aunually crops for which they
rocalve $9.000.000,000, and for which
the consumer pays, $27.000,600,000,”
sald Representative W, 8. Goollwin af
Arkuansas, a member of the committos,
“I'he  farmer gein 46 cents and the
middleman gets 66 cents for each dol-
lar the consumer pays for the (arm-
er's crops. Thare Is an enormous
amount of waste, espocially ln pe-ish.
able products, because of the lack of
some central directing Intelligence.”

fopd

Where the lowan Drew the Lina,

You may be able to force an old-
fashioned man 10 wear evening dreas,
but you cant convines bhim that he is

‘No |

| nsked |

iBROUGHT TO LIFE BY LIGHT

C—
Poppy Seceds, Twenty Centuries Old,
Bprang Into Brilllant Bloom
When Uncovered.
Bome years ago there was soen In a
sllver mine of Laurlum a curlous In-
stance of the resuscliating power of
light after many yoears, The wsllver
mines of Laurium were abandoued
| more than 2,000 yoars ago as unwork-

mble, snd were filled for the most part
with the slag from the workings of the
minera,

It was discovered, however, that this
slag contained plenty of silver, which
could eanily be rendered available by
up-todnte appliances. Accordingly it
was removed Lo the furnace, and, when
pext the mine was visited, & wonderful
trunsformation wus found to have te
ken place. Instead of a beap of rub
bish, the mine had become 4 gorgeous
Rower garden, The entire space was
| covered with a brilliant show of pop
;vll:l. This profuse vegotablo e, It i
usserted, belonged to the age lu which
' the mines were warked, Twenty con
turies old, therefore, were those poppy
secds; yet, when the removal of the
slug allowed the light to fall upoa
them, they sprang loto life and bloom
under Its influence.

African Fashion Notes.

The prettiest dress of the Mpongwy
woman I8 a cloth drawn up under the
Arms, & scarf on the sbhoulders, and =
| handkerchief folded over the colled
| balr in a bigh aull fold set well ug
on the heud, rather like a child 8 Mos

of 4 crown, wriles Jean Kenyon Mae
kenele i the Atluntie There s »
great fancy for purples and lavenders
sel off with shadea of ross and red
| and a snddon keen note of glit, With
bleck there will be 4 touch of mosl
delicoto bright green, A cloth wng #
ReArt worn by 8 woman of beautitw
gesture—and a Gabonbaiso Is alwnys
| that—huve a certhin mutable charm,
\ihe movements of the body, the wind
J|H|nt blows [from the sea—these re

new apd display the folds of the gar
ment so that the eye 18 (otrigued.

To Reduce Flesh Safely.

If one really wishes to reduce the
flosh without injury, careful dist Is
nbsolutely necencary. Milk, egire, fluh.
fowl and frosh frulte are good, and

you must bave lois of waler, alr and
gsunlight. Mevelo riding I8 better
than walking, and dauciog also helps
to reduce.

Bat only simple, light foods without

fats, greases, olls, wtarches and
gravien. Shun all liguors snd hot
drinis—and eat nothing after fve
p'clock In the afternoon. Do not sleep

over seven bours at might and avold
An afternoon nap as you would the
plagua. Tho julca of a lemon, taken
in a glwss of not water with & tea

eating dinner at suppér time- ~Chere
kes Tiwes

spoonful of rochells salts at night i
alao good

Before him went h1a1
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